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SCENE I.-CRAcO.-] 4 View of the DIET— 


Bells ringing—a number of People diſcovered, 
among them RADZano diſguiſed. 


Enter W1TSKI. 


W1ITSKI. 


Maxe way there for the King !—here he comes! 
—here comes great Caſimir ! 

Rad. That ſlave I do remember—ſave thee, 
fellow! —whoſe vaſſal art thou? 

Wit, Marry, courteous ſtranger! I tend the mill 
of the Lord Rodomſko, Caſtellan of Wounitz, here 
in Cracovia, 

Rad. Remembereſt thou the Lord Radzano ? 

Wit. Remember him—alack ! the day—the laſt 
time I beheld his gallant form was on the battle- 
ments of his caſtle—then a very ſtripling—when 
my preſent Lord beſieged it. 

Rad. So then Radzano was by force expelled— 
pry'thee the ſtory, 

. | A 2 Wit, 
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Wit. If this addle pate of mine play me no 
trick, marry, thus it was: During the troubles 
of the late reign—peaceful right was elbowed out 
| by warlike might: Then Rodomſko our preſent 
Lord, taking vantage of the time when our 
troops were on the frontier, tugging with the com- 
| mon enemy, made inroad on us: on this Radzano 
hied him back to his caſtle ; but, alack ! might 
cuffed down right; and in the encounter our good 
brave lord was ſlain. Ah, ſtranger ! that was a 
grievous day ! | 
| Rad. So—T till am lord then of my vaſſals 
| hearts, —Fellow, I thank thee for thy tory ; a 
day may come when T'll requite thy love for thy 
N loſt lord but ſoſt, the King. 
| 


Wit. Ay, here he comes—ſo majeſtic, and 
yet ſo humble; ſo juſt, and yet ſo merciful—The 
F benizon of heaven light on him! he's the poor 
man's friend, 

Rad. ( fhewing a paper) If thy report be true 
the wrongs here written may meet atonement— 
Stand back; he approaches, 


Chorus of Peaſants. 


[ Hail! mighty King! 

| TTis love that elevates our ftrains, 

"Tis joy the ſwelling note ſaſtaias, 

| To thee we call! 

| | Welcome as the God of day, 

| | Who pours his animating ray 
Alike on all. 

Hail! mighty King! 


Daring 


A PLAY. 


During the Chorus, Guards, Officers, and Nobles enter in Proceſſion 3 
at the concluſion, the King, Cardinal, and Nobles. 


Caſimir (to the Cardinal). By my faith, well 
urged !—Lord Cardinal, your words befit as well 
the objects of true policy as they attune with the 
holy mandate of your calling, Yes ! our country 
ſhall have peace !—true ; theſe Teutonic Knights 
have diſgraced their order, turning from chriſ- 
tian ſervice and true chivalry, to deeds of uſurpa- 
tion and dominion: yet nerved, though we are to 
check theſe ravagers, it befits us rather with firm 
expoſtulation to meet our enemy than riſk our 
ſubjets* blood in keen encounter: let conquerors 
aſtound the ear with the din of war, the trumpet's 
clangor, and the groans of captives—be mine the 
clamours of my people's love. 


As the King paſſes on Rapzano kneels —Cas1MIR takes the 
Petition —locks at it - ſtops ſuddenly, and with ſerutinizing eye 
examines RADZANO—approaches him. 


Caſ. (in a low tone) Radzano! 

Rad. He. 

Ca/. Amazement!--=My good Lords proceed 
you to the Diet, | Exeunt Lords. He waves his 
hand to the people, who exeunt. 

Rad, My gracious King !—(kneels.) 

Caſ. Riſe to my heart—ſay, what fair fortune 
has preſerved thee to me ? 

A 3 Rad. 
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Rad, A woman, good my liege, and fair as 
fortune &'er was pictured; yet, in ſooth, without 
her fickleneſs, and only blind in her fond love of 
me. My King may well remember when I left 
the embattled frontier. | 

Ca/. Remember it! by my ſword I had reaſon ; 
for with thee went this body's buckler. O my 
beſt ſoldier ! "twas this arm firſt taught thee the 
rudiments of war, when ſcarcely truncheon high— 
but my love breaks in upon my ſtory—on. 

Rad, I reached my caſtle time enough to ſee 
its ruin—Rodomfko triumphed. In a remote 
apartment conſtrued for concealment, I lay hid, 
hoping for life and better days; that apartment 
was ſelected for Rodomſko's daughter, the beau- 
teous Roſolia: to her pitying ear I told my ſtory ; 
and her ſoft boſom, rich in nature's beſt endow- 


ments, Toon matured compaſſion into love. At 
a fit time I fled. 


Caſ. Whither, good Radzano ? 

Rad. To England, my loved Lord! there I 
ſojourned till fame proudly proclaimed that juſ- 
tice was again enthroned in Poland; for there 
reigned great Caſimir, For that juſtice thus I bend 
my knee; and my boon is, that my tongue may 
denounce Rodomſko villain! and my good ſword 
avenge my wrongs, 

Caſ. Then I refuſe thy bonn. 

Rad. Dread liege! heaven will make the good 
cauſe proſperous ! 


C.. 
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Caſ. Radzano, link not heaven with murder !— 
if heaven recognized the ſword's abitrament, 
Rodomſko ne'er had triumphed—droop not, my 
friend - by my crown thou ſhalt have juſtice !— 
even now in angry parle I meet Rodomſko ! theſe 
hot lords, who live but in a ſtorm, urge me to 
renew the war—but of that hereafter—uncloud 
thee—be thyſelf—attend me at the Diet—once 
more, Radzano, welcome ! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IlI.—Draws and diſcovers the Country 
near CRACOW-—RACHEL and Slaves at work. 


Enter AMALE&ITE—tbe Slaves bow: 


Ama. Again, again, dat iſh goot - now vork, 
you damned Poliſh dogs! or baſtinado's the 
vord. Rachel: come here, you flut—you auda- 
cious delicious little tit=(afde) Come here, I 
ſay (angrily)—Muſt ſpeak croſs befores dem—but 
my little plump cherry, I be's not angry. 

Rac. Dear Sir! then what makes you look fo 
terrible ? | 

Ama, It's the mild tender paſſion of love— 
(with amorous fervour)—Y ou know, Rachel, 'twas 
for your ſake I did not turn your fader Witſki 
out of his mill to ſtarve, tho' he dare laugh at me— 
me, Amalekite Grabowſki, chief agent to Lord 
Rodomſko—Caſtellan of Wounitz in Cracovia ; 
ſo you ſees how I loves you. 
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Rac. Oh! I'm ſure you don't; for lovers ſigh, 
and kneel, and —— 

Ama. Kneel; oh, dear! I cannot do's dat— 
what a pity's love is ſuch a foe to dignity ! I ſay, 
Rachel; (/coks to ſee whether the peaſants obſerve bim) 
I ſay—how do you contrive to have ſo ſoft a hand? 
(enter Witfti) I ſhould ſuppoſe labours would 
make it hard; (fumbling and kiſſing it) but I de- 
Clare it's as ſmooth and as ſoſt - bleſs my ſoul 
(during this, Wiiſti advances, bows low and cloſe 
to Ama. who, by accident, lays his hand on his 
bead) Oh, Lud! vat iſh dat—ſtand off. 

Wit. You know, Sir, you always told me to 
| ſhew you homage. 

Ama. Yes! but at an awful diſtance. 

Wit. True; but ſceing your honour ſo cloſe to 
my daughter, I thought I might be treated in the 
family way (/aughs aſide). 

Ama. Now he's grinning again! Rachel had 
behaved ill, ſo I was puniſhing her—vas not I 
puniſhing you, young vomans ? 

Rac. Yes, indeed you were, Sir, 

Ama. Go to work, Huſſey! So, Witzki, you've 
been at Cracow ? 

Wit. Yes, your honour.! and here is the produce 
of the flour for our Lord—(gives @ purſe) and 
here you know, Sir, is the —— for the ſteward 
(gives another), 

Ama. (putting one in each pocket) Yes! Tes! 
dat iſh vary goot—vare you going ? 


Wit. 
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Wit. Home to my wife. 
Ama. (turning quick round) Ah! how does ſhe 
do? ſhe's a very pretty little vomans ! 
Wit. My wife too! was there ever ſuch an old 
 O'Eurragh (without) Hollo ! 


Enter O'Curracn. 

O'Cur. Pray is there ever a Jew faced creature? 
(Witſhi points to Amalekite—and exit) Pray Mr. 
Jew is your Chriſtian name Amalekite ? 

Ama. Amalekite iſh my name. 

O'Cur. Then how are you? how are you? 
( Amalekite, in action, demands obeiſance) Well, I'll 
indulge you—there—(&4ows) but you might have 
the civility to return it. | 

Ama. I'm in office 

O'Cur. And I ſuppoſe like other great men 
you have ſtooped ſo low to get there that your 
back has been cramped ever ſince ; but come, to 
buſineſs —look there—(ſhews a /etter) and be ſe- 
cret, ſnug—dumb as a potatoe. 

Ama. (reads) “ Your Lord Radzano greets 
&« you” —holy Abraham! is he alive? 

O'Cur. Huſh! | | 

Ama. © Your Lord Radzano greets you; e'en 
te now he is arrived in Cracow, to claim his rights, 
te and cruſh that uſurper Rodomiko''—bleſs my 
ſoul!—“ do you win the vaſſals to his intereſt— 
«© he who brings this will inſtruct you farther: 
« be faithful, and you will be rewarded. 


« RADZANO.” 
Bleſs 


ro ZORINSEI: 


Bleſs my ſoul, what ſhall I do? Radzano has the 
right; but then Rodomſko has the poſſeflion— 
bleſs my conſcience, what ſhall I do? then Rad- 
zano is in great favour with the King—bleſs my 
conſcience, what ſhall I do? but then Rodomſko 
is in great favour with the nobility—bleſs my con- 
icience, what ſhall I do? : 

O'Cur. Who comes here? 

Ama. Stand aſide—it is the Lord Rodomſko, 
who paſſes here in his way to the diet—ſtand aſide 
(puts up the letter, and O'Curragh retires), 


Enter Ropousko and Train—AMALEKITE bows 
very low—the Slaves proſtrate themſelves. 


Ama. Heaven fave our gracious Lord! 
Rod, Haſt thou ought to impart ? 
Ama. Nothing, dread Lord. 

Rod. Are the ſlaves obedient ? 

Ama. Yes, dread Lord. 

Nod. On to Cracow. f Exeunt Rodomſko and train. 

O'Cur. (comes forward) I ſay, this Lord Ro- 
domſko is a ſtiff crabbed kind of a 

Ama. Oh! he keeps the ſlaves in proper ſub- 
jections. 

O' cCur. Proper ſubjection! I'll tell you what; he 
appears to me like the great tall thiſtle in the po- 
tatoe garden, which bothers every one who touches 
it, and prevents the humble fruit from arriving at 
the wholeſome maturity Nature intended. Oh! I 
wiſh I had the docking of him—now my Lord Rod- 
zano is ſo humane, fo poliſhed, ſo—gallant—ſo— 

Ama. 
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Ama. Hah! hah! I ſuppoſe he has brought 
over with him what will pleaſe the ladies. 

O'Cur. Faith! you may ſay that, for he has 
brought me over with him. 

Ama. And I hope he is hoſpitable and charit- 
able, and all that damned ſtuff! (de.) 

O' Cur. Oh! he has been ſucking in the breath 
of it in little England, Mr. Amalekite. Oh! 
confound your name; could they not have called 
you Nebuchadnezzar, or Mac Laughlin, or 
O'Shaughneſſy, or any eaſy agreeable name of 
that ſort—Oh! we ſhall have ſuch jolly doings; 
every heart will wear the face of joy, and all coun- 
tenances, men, women, cows, Jews, and ſheep, 
mult all be on the broad grin. 

Ama. I muſt confider—which of my Lords 
ſhall I betray ?—bleſs my conſcience! - Slaves, treat 
this ſtranger with all reſpect, and give him the 
ſong of welcome—you will follow me. It's a 
very puzzling caſe; Radzano has the right 
Rodomſko has bleſs my conſcience ! 


Slaves approach and greſtrate themſelves to O'Cunracn. 


O'Cur. Thank you, thank you! oh! low 
enough in conſcience—what are you at ? what are 
you at, jewels ?—keep your fore paws off the 
ground, and dont make bulls of yourſelves - ſtand 
up I ſay—Heaven never meant its own image 
ſhould be fo degraded ! 


6 SONG 
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SONG—RacntL. 


Courteous ſtranger, 
Now free from danger; 
And laughing at departed care and labour ; 
Thy cares unbending, 
Thy journey ending, 
Now frifs it to the merry pipe and tabor. 


II, 


Welcome ſtranger, welcome here, 4 
An humble welcome, but ſincere ; 
From the lowly ſlaves receive, 


All, alas! they have to give. 
Courteous ſtranger, &c. 


III. 


May the ſavage beaſt of prey 

Ne'er croſs thee on thy lonely way! 
And, returning, may'ſt thou find, 
Thy friend ſincere, thy miſtreſs kind! 


Courteous ſtranger, &c. 
[ Exeunt different fades. 


SCENE II.—T7he Dir. 


The King (/eated), CAR DIN AL, Ronpomsko, Nebles, Wc, 


Caf. In purſuance of our purpoſe we have ap- 
pointed my Lord Cardinal our ambaſſador, to 


conclude a peace with the Teutonic Knights. 
Rod. Peace! Is then a ſoldier, the world's righ : 
arm, to wither and decay, that hordes of prieſts, 
with their beads and croſiers, may preach us into 
cowards? but I wonder not ! for ſince the great 
Zorinſki was diſgraced 


2 


A PLAY. 


Caſ. What of him? 

Rod. He was honeſt. 

Ca/. He was proud and inflexible! but forbear 
to name him. 

Rod. Since, Sire, you have baniſhed from your 
councils thoſe hardy ſpirits who alone were fit 
to aid the public weal, naught now will down but 
peace —“ the general good—thele are the entrap- 
ce ping blandiſhmentrs held out for emancipating 
cc ſlaves, privileging towns, and uſing every cir- 
* cumventive art to cruſh the power of the nobi- 
© lity - peace! let my Lord Cardinal preach its 
ce bleflings—I hate it!“ What! gentlemen of Po- 
Jand ! ſhall your goodly cimeters canker in their 
ſheaths, while thoſe uſurping Knights deſpoil your 
borders? 

Caſ. (coming forward) Fiery Lord! hear me. 
If it be my duty to root out uſurpation and foul 
conſpiracy, why need I wage the war on Pome- 
rania's borders, when my eye's ſcope compre- 
hends an object that would give vengeance full 
employment? | 

Rod. Sire! Rodomſko ſcorns baſe fear! nor 
will he ſhun inquiry—thou would demand, how 
came I by my power? my anſwer is, by valour- 
ous achievement—by conquelt—the ſoldiers te- 
nure! but why waſte we words? Radzano being 
dead—who is there ?— 

Caſ. (holds up his finger) Indeed! 

Enter 
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Enter RADZANO. 


Rod. Lightnings blaſt him 
Caſ. Behold the wronged Radzano ; what can'ſt 
thou urge? 

Red. I cannot battle it with words —'twas this 
good arm that gave me power; tis this good arm 
that will maintain it! follow me- thou wilt not 
find it palſied, boy (oth going). 

Caf. On your allegiance, hold !—ſtill the friend 
to gentle peace; ſtill anxious to preſerve the moſt 
rebellious drop of ſubjeCts' blood—let me propoſe 
between you terms where love may grow, and 
honour ratify them. Rodomſko, Radzano loves 

thy daughter. 

Rod, Indeed ! 

Caſ. Let her be mediatrix between you; let 
holy marriage with their hands unite your hearts; 
ſo live in equal power and love—what ſays Rad- 
zano? 

Rad. My King has ſpoken my ſoul's fondeſt hope! 

Rod. (afide) Hold —hold—this marriage has 
ſome promiſe in't—it gives Radzano to my 
power—and ſhould the confederate Lord: —it ſhall 
be ſo. 

Ca/. That ſcowling brow looks not conſent, 

Rod. Then, my liege, it wrongs my heart. 
"Tis true [I have not that April face that clouds 
and ſhines at every guſt of grief or joy; but tis 
my rugged nature;—I pray you bear with it. 
Radzano ! here's my hand, Rad. 
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Red. (preſſing it to his beſom) Thus let it ſtamp 
upon my heart a ſon's obedience; and to oblivion 
give each hoſtile thought! 

Caſ. Rodomſko, hie you to your caſtle ; for e'en 
this night in perſon we will progreſs thither, and 
conſummate this happy union. (Rod. bows.) 

Rod. (afide) So—then a Lord of Poland, great 
in birth and arms, preſerves his dignities by the 
arch dimples of a puling gicl—Oh, Cupid! how I 
honor thee | [ Exit, 

Caf, Oh, Radzano ! let me pour into thy breaſt 
my eriefs—the wrongs I bear from theſe injurious 
Lords preſs hard upon me! but I am rich in poor 
men's prayers, and that's a kingly ſolace. Oh! 
I would riſe unto my people like the god of day 
to Lapland's icy ſons after his wintry abſence 1 
What! not a word, Radzano? I ſee the lover dulls 
the patriot—but I forgive it—away to thy Ro- 
folia—yet mark her father—watch well Ro- 
domſko—e'en now conſpiracy's at work againſt 
my throne and perſon: yet 'ſpite of impending 
death I'll on !—farewel, my friend! (Radzano 
bows, and exit). My goods Lords, attend me! Oh, 
my country ! let me but ſave thee— [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV.—Rebomskxo's Caſtle. 


Enter Robousko, reading a leiter. 


Rod. The Confederates greet thee, brave Ro- 

e domſko! if they have appeared inactive, 'twas 
* as nature ſtilly pauſing, before the coming ſtorm; 
ce for 
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* for 'tis reſolved that Caſimir ſhall fall.” Ven- 
geance, I thank thee! © Forty choſen men are 
ready for the achievement, waiting but a leader 
« know, Rodomſko, in thy mines dwells a man 
& faſhioned to conduct the daring enterprize— 
« ſeek him inftantly—the brave fellow who brings 
« this, by whoſe dejeted brow thou'lt ſee he's 
*« ripe for murder, will conduct thee to the man 
«© we feek—farewel! and triumph. Now trem- 
ble, Caſimir—But ſoft, the meſſenger from 
the, Lords approaches what ſays my letter? (enter 
O*Curragh, ſmiling) - dejected brow ! if the mind's 
conſtruction be indexed in the face, this man 
bears fweet content about him—Health to thee, 
friend ! 

OfcCar. (aſide) Mighty civil however, 

Red. Inſtruct me in your fortunes. 

O*Car. What, my hiſtory ? — Oh! I'll tell your 
Lordſhip; and a ſweet piece of geography it i 
The firſt thing I know 1s that I don't know where 
I was born, for nobody could tell me; and being 
young myſelf at the time, it has ſlipped my me- 
mory. 

Red. Shallow babler! - thy name? 

O Cur. O Curragh, the faithful ſervant of Lord 
Radzano. 

Rod. (with irritation) Com'ſt thou from him? 
well well - what of him ?—diſpatch— 

O Cur. He ſent me, his humble ſervant, to ex- 


preſs his ſorrow that he can't, where he is, throw 
himſelf 
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himſelf at the feet of the fair Roſolia. I make his 
excuſes clumſily; but were he here himſelf, he'd 
make a much better apology for his abſence. 

Red. Begone, fellow! 

Of*Cur. I have the pleaſure to take my leave. 
Oh! how my maſter ſighs—and then he cloſes his 
eyes, and looks ſo tenderly 

Rod. Away! I fay—that gallery leads to my 
daughter's apartment—prattle theſe gewgaws there 
each mawkiſh nothing will, on her love- ſick 
taſte, drop ſweet as Hybla's honey.—Away !— 
(exit O Curragb) for here comes one who em- 
bodies well the picture given. 


Enter NacLo. 
Nac. The confederated Lords greet thee ! 
Rod. Thou art welcome !—approach—nearer— 
nearer—know'ſt thou the drift of this ? 
Nac. Aye, dread Lord! 
Rod. Then bring me to him we 0 hold, 
tell me the manner of the man, that I may better 


wind about his heart, and trap him to my purpoſe; 


is he 

Nac. By turns, my Lord, everything ſome- 
times, mocking the horror of his fate, he out- toils 
the ſlave, anon he ſtarts from his labour, and with 
indignation graſps his ſpade as 'twere the ſceptre 
that ſwayed the world. The fooliſh knaves in the 
mine ſay that love hath crazed him; but, to my 
thinking, he reſembles more the hungry vulture 


than the ſorrowing dove. 
B Rog. 
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Rod. The picture's big with promiſe ; conduct 
me to him how ſhall I beſt approach him? nay, 
prythee lead ;—'tis ſtrange ! 
| [ Exeunt, ruminating ; Naclo leads. 


SCENE V.—The Country. 


Enter Oe CuRRAOA. 


O Cur. Upon my honour this Lady Roſolia is a 
bewitching creature; and now that ſhe has paſſed 
the ordeal of conſtancy, which is by looking me 
| over without ſo much as an ogle at me why, my 
| maſter may call himſelf a happy man. I don't 
know how it is, but I think this ſnug agreeable 
perſon of mine is a ſort of a female teſt ; juſt like 
a bit of rough glaſs that they try money on—and 
have you found any bad ones, O*Curragh? oh! 
ſweet Mrs. Flannigan for that—never ſhall I 
forget 


SONG - OfCurracH. 


(At the dead of the night.) 


At the dead of the night, when by whiſky inſpired, 

And pretty Katty Flannigan my ſenſes had fired, 

I tapped at her window, when thus ſhe began, 

Oh! what the devil are you at ?—get out you naughty man. 


II. 


I gave her a look, oh! as ſly as a thief, 
Or when hungry, 1'd view a fine ſurloin of beef : 
My heart is red hot, ſays I, but cold is my ſkin, 
So pretty Mrs. Flannigan—oh! won't you let mein ? 


She 
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III. 


She opening the door, I ſat down by the fire, 

And ſoon was reliev'd from the wet, cold and mire: 
And l pleaſed her ſo mightily, that e'er it was day, 
I ſtole poor Katty's tender heart, and ſo tripped away. 


O'Cur. Thinking of old times has given me 
ſuch a comical feel, that if any pretty creature 
was to come acroſs me, I fancy I ſhould be rather 


agreeable company. In faith you are in luck, 
O'Curragh, for here comes that delicious morſel 
that ſung her Poliſh planxty ſo ſweetly. 


Enter RACHEL, 


Rac, Heigh ! ho! where can my dear Zarno 
tarry ſo long? he knows I have but an hour from 


work, and yet he is not come ( /eeing O' Curragh, 
bows). 


O'Cur. Bend not to me, ſweet one ; rather let 


me kneel to you: you ladies are the lords of the 
creation (kneels). 


Enter Za%no—ſtarts. 


Zar. Rachel! (RachzlL runs to ZaRNO and i | 


embraces him.) How dare you inſult my Rachel ? 
ſhe's mine, alone mine: — l love her. 


O'Cur. Then ſhe's alone mine too, for I love 
her; and if I've inſulted her, I flatter myſelf I 
can give her ſatisfaction.—Inſult! J don't like 
that.—Pray, Sir, would you juſt ſtep aſide and 


B 2 condeſcend 
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condeſcend to explain that word inſult ? here's the 
prettieſt chopper of logic (pointing to his ſword). 

Zar. I underſtand you; but I dare not. 

O'Cur. Dare not! you paltry 

Zar. Hear me :—not for myſelf I fear, but for 
her. Should a freeman be killed in a ſlave's quar- 
rel, ſhe would ſuffer, ſhe would be puniſhed. 

O'Cur. In love with the girl, and yer for her 
ſake dares not defend her ! that's hard, that's hard: 
but can't we manage tt any how? 

Zar. Yes! if you're a man, conceal our cauſe 
of quarrel, and I'll ſhew you what I dare.—I can 
find a ſword. 

O'Cur. Poor fellow ! oh, what a pleaſure it will 
be ro fight him !—Upon my honour our cauſe of 
diſpute ſhall be a ſecret. | 

Zar. Thank you, thank you; come along. 

Rac. Oh! pray don't quarrel, Sir! 

O'Cur. Quarrel ! not at all, not the leaſt animo- 
ſity. If 1 ſhould kill him, I'll give you leave to 
ax him whether I did it in paſſion. 

Rac, But why fight at all? 

O'Cur, Upon my conſcience I can't immedi- 
ately tell why we fight.—Oh ! it's for your ſake— 

Rac. I ſhall hate you, 

O'Cur. Hate me! upon my honour I'm fo 
unuſed to hear a woman ſay that, that it confuſes — 
oh, this head! this head! what am I at? going 
to kill a man about a woman that don't care for 
FREE 15 me! 
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me !—Come here, come here: there, my dear 
boy, there's ſatisfaction (Joins their hands). 


Zar. You're a generous fellow! 
O'Cur. But why don't you marry ? 


Rac, Becauſe I am a ſlave, and Zarno can't 
afford to buy me. 


O'Cur. Buy you! upon my conſcience I ſhould 
like to buy a flock of ſuch pet lambs !- But as 
de you both ſeem tolerably built for running, why 
te don't you trot off in a canter ? 

% Zar. Becaule, if Rachel were taken, her lord 
ce would kill her. 


e O'Cur. Then he'd be hanged for it. 


« Zar. Ah! no. I have heard there was a 
« good law once, that made a lord pay a fine 
ce for killing a man; but it's never put in force 
© now. 

& O' Cur. A fine for killing a man! a good old 
ce Jaw do you call that?“ What a devil of a ſpot 
have I got into here! oh, what a picked place 
is little Ireland to this! we're poor enough to be 
ſure ; but what of that? we can fight when we 
pleaſe, can work when we pleaſe, aye, and ſtarve 
when we pleaſe; and we can flouriſh our ſhilalahs, 
and ſtrut about our potatoe-garden like a collection 
of emperors? s | [ Exit, 


Zar. Adieu, dear Rachel! I muſt go back to 
the ſalt-mine, | 


B 3 | Rac. 
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Rac, Ah, Zarno! why do you remain in that 
mine ?—nay, don't be angry :—you who lived in 
Cracow with the great Zormſki, were dreſſed in 
furs and ſilk; and now you wear the baſeſt 
garments, | 

Zar. My dear Rachel! I have reaſons I cannot 
explain, 

Rac. What ! not to me, Zarno ? 

Zar. Should Zorinſki know I have divulged— 

Rac. Zorinſki ! 

Zar. Ugh ! ( putting his hand to his mouth) Eh! 
—why ſhould not I—bleſs her! does not ſhe de- 
ſerve to be truſted ?—Rachel, I'll tell thee a ſe- 
cret, which, if known, would coſt Zarno his 
life, 

Rac, Would Zorinſki kill thee ? 

Zar. No; but I would kill myſelf for having 
betrayed him. Know then, in that dreary mine 
dwells the great Zorinſki! Mark: when Caſimir 
was crowned, Zorinſki, who was all in all with 
the late king, could not bear the thwarts Caſimir 
put on him; a quarre] enſyed, and my maſter, 
though I love him, was much to blame :—diſgrace 
followed. His houſe, which had been the hive of 
courtiers, became deſerted; away they flew ; his 
great ſoul could not brook it: with deſpairing 
brow and knotted arms I ſaw him leave the city ; 
and ſadly he walked along till he reached the open- 
ing of the mine, 

card | Rac, 
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Rac, What! to throw himſelf down headlong, 
and end his life? 

Zar. | dreaded it; ſo fell at his feet: he took 
me by the hand; a big tear fell on it; he 
bluſhed; called me his faithful Zarno; bade me 
fare wel, and gave me liberty: from that moment 
I became his ſlave. We deſcended into the mine; 
and I have attended him, and carried him his food 
—aye, and ever will, Ah, my dear maſter, never 
will Zarno leave thee! I ſhared his proſperity, 
and ſhall I deſert him now ?—no, no. Now, 
Rachel, thou haſt the ſecret ; and thus I ſeal it up. 
— Farewel. 


Rac. But may not we ops for happier days, 
Zarno? 


DUET.—Zarno and RACHEL. 


Rachel. When firſt this little heart began 
To feel an impulſe tender, 
You lily came, too faithleſs man, 
And taught it to ſurrender. 


Zarno. That dear reproach, which ſeems to chide 
The conqueſt it confeſſes, 
By words alone affects to hide 
What every look expreſſes. 


Both. Then let us hope for the wedding-day, 
When we may merry make O; 


Rachel. Care away, Zarno near ; 
Zarno. Lip. o Lip, Rachel dear. 
B 4 Both, 
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Beth. And when to church we hie away, 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong will go 
The merry bells at Cracow. 


Rachel.” Sweet hours of love! but ſhort as ſweet, 
For Rachel's bloom mult alter, 
And Zarno other girls may meet, 
And then his love may faulter. 


Zarno, My love will laſt while life endures, 
Tho? Rachel look not younger; 
For time, that lighter paſſions cures, 
Will rivet mine the ſtronger. 


Both. Then let us hope, &c. 


THE END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE I.—4 Salt Mine. 


Enter down a ſtair- caſe Ropousko and Nacto., 


Rod. Begin your ſearch. (exit Naclo) The place 
is awful—ſighs and groans, mixed with the mad- 
dening laugh of drunkards, pour along thele aifles 
a diſcord that chills the very heart—how heavily 
muſt woe have weighed him down, that makes this 
den his dwelling. 


Enter N acLo. 


Nac. Look there, my Lord ! behold him wiping 

from his brow the painful drop of toil. 
Rod. He comes this way—what gloomy 
dignity - back —back. (they retire) 
| Enter 
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Enter Zokixskt, with a ſpade. 


Zo. Well toiled to-day ;—I often hope that 
when thele qver-laboured_ limbs do preſs their 
ſtraw ſweet ſleep will give a ſhorc oblivion to 
my cares—but oh! then this big heart, forgetful 
of its fall, beats high, and wakes my brain to re- 
collections that go nigh to mad me—oh, Zo- 
rinſki!—how, how long will this, thy body's hardi- 
houd ſhake off the gripe of death—ſhut from 


the ſun, without a hope, without a friend—nay 


that's not ſo neither; Zarno, let me not wrong 
thee varlet—Zarno! 


Enter Z ARNO. 


Come hither, fellow - haſt been on earth to-day? 
Zar. Yes, my Lord! and there's great news above. 


Zo. Indeed! 
Zar. Going, my Lord, to Cracow, to buy pro- 


viſion, I paſſed the Diet juſt as the * 
ſtarts) my Lord? 

Zo. Go on. 
Zar. ſuſt as the King came forth; and he 
looked ſo kindly on us all—aye as if he'd been 
our father. 

Zo. (much agitated) Father of all—and I alone 
rejected ! 

Zar. And with him came the Lord Radzano, 
whom every body ſuppoſed dead—he's to be the 

favourite 
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favourite now—and the palace your Honour poſ- 
ſeſſed is to be : 

Zo. (much agitated) Be dumb! have I not often 
told thee, villain, not to name—begone ! (apart) 
What! proud heart, muſt thou ſtill play the tyrant— 
will not this dungeon humble thee—oh, ſhame— 
Come near me, knave—lI was to blame, Zarno. 

Zar. To blame, my Lord! that you were not; 
you had a right to be angry ; and if you had trod 
on me, you would have treated me as I deſerved ; 
but will you, dear Lord! forgive poor Zarno. 

Zo. Forgive thee | (wiping his eyes) fond fool, 
"tis ever thus he makes a woman of me—on with 
thy tale, Zarno, 

Zar. Oh ! that, that, that was all. 

Zo. What was all ? 

Zar. That was all—about—about the—(beſi- 
tating) that is, my Lord—it's dinner time—I've had 
ſuch an adventure, 

Zo. As how? | 

Zar. Why, trotting paſt a kitchen hard by—1 
had juſt been to ſee the King go—( Pops ſuddenly) 
trotting paſt a kitchen hard by, as hungry as a 
hunter, a curious ſtew preſented itſelf—my noſe 
ſtumbled at it, and I made as dead a ſet as a dog at 
a partridge, and was juſt going to ſeize, when the 
cheſnut faced cook threw it all over me, and made 
that an outſide covering that I intended for an 
inſide lining. 

Zo. 
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Zo. Ha! ha! come we'll in and laugh. 

Zar. It ſmelt ſo ſavoury—-egad it was fit for a 
King, (Hops, bits his head) however, I have a 
moſt delicious platter of peas and garlick. 

Zo. I cannot feed. (igbs) 

Zar. Not feed, my Lord? 

Zo. No; in thou and eat. 

Zar. Ves, my Lord but you have taken away 
my :.ppetite. 

Zo, Ha! ſtrangers—go in good fellow. 

Zar. I will, my Lord—but could not you uſt 
pick a bit? 

(Zorinſti holds up bis fuger, Zarno exit bowing ). 

Zo. If my eye err not—the Lord Rodomſko— 
ſhould he know me! that's an idle fear; proſperity 
hath but a ſhallow memory; clothe its deareſt friend 
in rags, and on my life it puts him clean beyond 
his knowledge. 

Rod. to Naclo. Stand aloof ! | (approaches Zorinſti) 
Your par on; but when I behold ſhut out from man, 
man's paragon when in this loathſome mine J 
find a gem fir to illumine Poland, wonder ot that 
I ſhould wiſh to take it to my boſom's intereſt; nor 
deem me, Sir, impelled by womaniſh inquiſitiveneſs, 
when I ſeek to know the fortunes of a man by 
ſortune hardly dealt with. 

Zo. My ſtory is but a dull monotony of ſorrow 


to repeat it were but to ſtrike again the chord 
of 
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of dire calamity, and give a lengthened tone to 
melancholy. | 

Rod. Are you of Poland? 

Zo. Aye, of the equeſtrian order, 

Rod. Gentleman of Poland—that envied dig- 
nity's a bleſſing 

Zo. It has been my curſe—born to command 
my ſtubborn nature will not bow to my condi- 
tion 

C Rod. Sure no crime has ſtained —— 

Zo. Oh! the moſt munſtrous—poverty— 
© that fiend accurſed—the flive whom he en- 
« counters proſtra es in the duſt, and by humi- 
e lity eſcapes his fangs—but meeting with a 


« rough, imperious ſpi;it, pride and he ar-ind 
c him twine their venomed knots, and hb the 
« victim ſure - for know, Lord, though penury 
c and ſorrow be the {ad inmates of this boſom, 
e my ſoul diſdains the curſe of b<nefirs— rather 
&« than ſo—I dungeon here, litter wit. deviis, and 
cc out-toil the hind.” 
Rod. Brother! are our rights dear to thee ? 


Zo. By the ſacred plain of Vola—dearer than 


ſight, for that ſhews me but a hated world—dear 
as to the damned the joys of heaven for 1, like 
them, languiſh for bleſſings which I ne'er muſt 
taſte 
« Rod. Not ſo—for I will put thee on a pur- 

e pole that ſhall mount thy fortunes till they 
« reach 
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tc reach the noble elevation of thy ſoul make 
e thee — 

« Zo, Pray be careful ſo long l've baniſhed 
« hope from this ſad breaſt, that its incurſion now 
« is aching to the ſenſe—drag not, at once, the 
&« dungeon'd wretch before the orb of day, and 
te blind him with his bleſſings. Oh, Sir ! ſo long 
© misfortune's blaſts have driven this rugged 
% trunk—ſo long has miſery ſapped my roots, 
« and torn away each fibre that ſuſtained me, that 
« the ſun of hope (that greateſt good) warms 
« but to wither—ſhines but to deſtroy me” 

Rod. Come, cheerly, cheerly—in the chequered 
play of fortune, the beſt regarded muſt expect 
miſchance - ſee'ſt thou the ſleeky knaves of the 
court—be wiſe—— maſk thy heart, and learn to 
fatter ——— . | 

Zo, Flatter! I tell thee, Lord! as eaſy were it for 
our ſtern Carpathian mountains to ſhake from 
their rugged brows their everlaſting ſnows, as 
for this tongue to bring forth what this heart doth 
not beget—flatter | 'Sdeath—join gripe with 
what I hate !—ſtrain to my heart its fixed anti- 
pathy !—by Almighty truth, I ſwear, the poiſoned 
twine of adders round this breaſt were gratefu! 
to't—thou know'ſt me not 

Rod. Nor can ſcarce believe 

Zo. Yet, Rodomſko—— 

Rod. Ha! my name! 


Zo. 
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Zo. Aye, Lord! yet, I ſay, thou wilt believe, 


when I tell thee that this abject, rugged, heart- 


broken wretch was once Zorinſki —— 

Rod. Zorinſki here! 

Zo. What could I do ?—live with men to 
blaſt me with their pity ?—no! when diſgrace 
purſued, I earthed me here, leſt, Acteon Iike, I 
ſhould be hunted by that yelping pack of courtly 
knaves my bounty had given breath to, 

Nod. Oh, Zorinſki ! again to fold thee, and at 
an hour of ſuch dread moment.—Ofrt have 1, in 


the ſenate, mourned thy loſs—but inſtant leave 
this den 


Zo. To the world again ? What ſhould I 
there—but caſt a mournful look around, and, on 
the wide ſurface of nature, ſee nothing I could 
Claim, except a grave. 

Rod. Away with this—by manhood, 'tis baby 
weakneſs I Oh, Zorinſki ! there are purpoſes— 
(the noiſe of a bugle horn is heard above) —Caſimir 
hawks to-day. | 

Zo. Aye Again he treads upon me. (looking up.) 

Rod. He does—thy fall, Zorinſki—nay, droop 
not man at what ſhould fire thee—thy fall ſhall 
be revenged—— 

Zo. Ha! 

Rod. Yes! rouze thee, for vengeance is at 
hand ! The confederated Lords, allied in wrongs, 

are 
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are ripe for action; and, let but thy * ſoul 
reſume its energy - —- 

Zo. Oh! thou haſt poured again into this breaſt 
ambition's godlike impulſe ! Tell me, Rodomſko, 
can the devotion of this life, this ſoul, forward the 
iHuſtrious cauſe ? 

Rod. Moſt mightily ; for the fate of Poland 
hangs upon thy breath. 
Zo. Shall I to the ſenate there? 

Rod. T were uſeleſs all :—did Reaſon uſe Jove's 
thunder, *twould be out-roared by the. clamorous 
people, who pay this Caſimir a worſhip, e'en to 
the wronging of High Heaven! Oh, my friend ! 
action is vengeance's language——thy arm, Zo- 
rinſki ! 

Zo. Ah! 

Rod. I have ſor thy ear words of deep perſua- 
ſion and mightieſt import - but the time's unfitting 
—inſtant leave this hated place. 

Zo. Foul den, I quit thee, and with thee im- 
potent deſpondency !-—Lead—yer hold—P've here 
a faithful ſlave that muſt not be forgotten 
Zarno 


Enter ZARNo. 


Zo. Prepare to leave this place. 

Zar. My Lord—ch—what—leave this place 
—O dear—ha hah—I'm ſo glad of it—an't you, 
Sir? (to Ropomsko, who frowns.) 

Zo. 


Zo. Peace, familiar fool. 

Rod; There (throws him a purſe). 

Zar. There! (Afide) curſe his money—a churl- 
iſh 


Zo. Thov'lt follow, Zarno. 
Zar. Oh, to be ſure I will, I'll only take leave 
of my fellow devils, and mount in a twinkling. 
Oh, I'm ſo happy! Hollo! hollo! . 


{RopoMsKo and ZoRINSKI exeunt up the ſtair-caſe, 
p 1 


, FERC 


Ah! you miſerable, jolly dogs, how are you ?— 
In ſooth this digging in a ſalt- mine is very pro- 
ductive; for, while many an honeſt gentleman 
above can't get ſalt to his porridge, you may ſwal- 
low it by ſhovels full—farewell to you all. 

Miner. Are you going to leave us, Zarno ? 

Zar. Yes; for though this is certainly a very 
delectable ſituation ; yet | find, by conſulting my 
glaſs, it rather annoys the complexion ; and my 


phyſicians ſay, that this air induces ſpleen and 


melancholy. 

Miner. He's mad! 

Zar. Mad, am I ? Then there (gives money)— 
there's what will make you all drunk; and then 


you will be as mad as I am. There goes the old 
carle's money. Drink, devils, drink ! 


C SONG 


— — — _ — — 
2 * "4 — GP 
bd * 


_. E — 
—— „ä 


* . 1 1 1 _ * 4 1 
GI * E 1 ———— @ EeE ... N. 


. 
r — — 
» — a —_ - g a 
wk oa mw * 5 a” — ” 
n— ! xp ů —- — — — —— — — — — 
„„ — 2 
—— 5 — 


— * 
— Mo 


_ —_ rn ——: i 
—— - — 


— — — 
— — - 


_ — 
— — — 


— 
— — — 


—— — 


— — 


„ —_— 


* Þ. + <4 
" — * 
— — 


34 


ZORINSET: 


SONG—Zar xo, 


Good bye, my fellow devils dear, 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 
Long time I have been pickling here, 
Adieu, adieu, adieu! 
O weep not, friends, becauſe J go, 
Reſtrain your briny drops of woe; 
Unmanly weeping is a fault; 
And tears like yours are wond'rous ſalt. 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


II. 


The mine has made me pale and wan, 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 
Salt cures a hog, but kills a man, 
Adieu, adieu, adieu! 
I hope your liquor may be found 
Not very dead, though under ground; 
So reſt ye merry while I go! 
And thus 1 quit the ſhades below. 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II.—4 view on Rapzano's Eſtate. 


Enier W1TSK1, followed by WINIFRED, 


Wit. But, my dear wife, my dear Winifred, 


now do ſtop that tongue of thine. 


Min. ] won't hold my tongue; and what's more 


I'll tell Mr. Amalekite how you uſe me. 


Wit. 
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Wit. Ay, there it is !—Oh, what a hard lot is 
mine! if I don't ſubmit to her in every thing, 
then ſhe threatens to encourage that old amorous 
Jew !—Now pray be quiet ! 

Win, I won't be quiet—I will have my own 


way—and I won't be ſnubbed—and I will be 
heard! 


Enter O Cu RAG. 


O*Cur. What's all this chatter about? 

Wit. Winny, Winny, Winny, don't provoke 
me: you ovght to know by this time I am a man. 

Win. And you ought to know by this time I 
am a woman. 

Wit. But zounds ! why ſo loud? Do you want 
all the world to know you are a woman ? 

O*Cur. No quarreling to day! Come, you 


cooing turtle, —did ever magpie keep up ſo darnned 
a chatter ? 


Vin. I wont hold my tongue.—Oh, here comes 
Mr. Amalekite—obey me, or you know what ! 

Wit. Yes, I do know what—(rudbing his fore- 
head) and yet I wont ſubmit 
willed t—why——— 

Win. Heaven's will be done, I ſay. 

Wit. An't you {urpriz'd, friend ? 

O'Cur. Faith! not much at the thing, but 
a good deal at her choice; for if horns be the 


If heaven has 


C 2 word, 
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word, 'tis allowed, I believe, that no one makes 
a bull more neatly than an Iriſhman. 


DUET—Wiriraed and WiIrsEkI. 


WINIT RED. 


A piper o' er the meadows ſtraying. 

Met a ſimple maid a maying, 

Straight he won her heart by playing, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Wedded, ſoon each tone grew teazing, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


His pipe had loſt the power of W 
Fal de ral, &c. 


WIrSEI. 


Wedlock's laws are hard and griping; 

Women fretful---arts are ripe in; 

"Twas his wife that ſpoil'd his piping, 
Fal de ral, &c. 

Her ſhrill note marr'd every ſonnet, 
Fal de ral, &c. 

And crack'd his pipe, depend upon it, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


W1INIFRED., 


Silly wives too late diſcover 
When the honey-moon 1s over, 


Harſh grows every piping lover, 
Fal de ral, &c, 


WirskI. 


Zounds! why teaze morn, night, and noon now, 


With fal de ral, &c, 
WI NI RED. 
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WiINIFRED. 


Your pipe, my dear, is out of tune now, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


BoTH. 


Why then teaze morn, night, and noon now!? 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Enter AMALEKITE, and Slaves. 


Ana. Fall back there—fall back Ah, goſſip 
Winifred? (Takes ber hand.) 

Mit. O dear! O lord! what ſhall 1 do?—l 
can't bear it !—I ſay Winny, Winny, I yield 
I ſubmit—any thing ——— (pulling her away ” 
the gown.) 

O*Cur. Was there ever ſuch a hen-pecked fool? 
— But I ſay (o AMALEKITE), have you told the 
peaſants that they are now become the ſlaves of my 
Lord Radzano ? 

Ama. I have: but pray why be they aſſembled 
now ? 


O Cur. Becauſe my maſter is coming hither 


with his ſweet bride that is to be, to receive their 
homage, 


Enter RACHEL. 


Rac, Oh, dear father, Zarno has left the ſalt- 
C 3 mine 


mine! and he ſays he'll ſoon be rich; and then 
he'll buy me of that old rogue Amalekite ! 

Ama. Vill he fo, ſlut? the old rogue vill pre- 
vent him though. Old rogue! you and your 
fader ſhall ſmart for dat. 

O Cur. Stand back here comes my lord and 
his ſweet, ſweet bride! Now mind your hits all of 


you, | ſay, have you the roll with the flaves' 
names? 


Ama, Ves; here it is. 


Enter RaDZano and RosoL1a, attended. 


Rad, Surely, ſweet ! thoſe whoſe loves run in 
unruffled ſmoothneſs, and never feel Calamity's 
chill blaſt cannot taſte my joy. Oh, lovely, con- 
ſtant maiden, ne'er was Radzano proud till now! 
Rojo, Conſtant! beſtow not praiſe on that which 
not to be, were to be nought. If conſtancy be 
worthy praiſe, be it thine, Radzano, for thou haſt 
lojourned e'en in beauty's court, and yet forgot 
not thy Roſolia. Look, dear lord, your vaſſals 


are aſſembled: ah! they little know the bleſſings 
that await them. 


Rad. Amalekite, give me the roll; and bid the 
ſlaves approach, 


Ama. (preſenting the roll). I am much afraid he 
mean to favor dem II no like his looks Oh, he 
has a damned benevolent countenance (2/1de ). 

Reſo, Poor wretches ! how they tremble ! 

| Rad, 
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Rad, Approach, and fear not; in this you and 
your children are regiſtered my ſlaves, and hve 
but in my will; acknowledge ye your vallalage ? 
(the flaves proſtrate themſelves.)—Rile then, and 
mark. By this you are recorded ſlaves; but by 
this (tearing the roll) you are no longer flaves, 
but men. (The moſt extravagant ſigns of joy are 
diſplayed.) The world's before you :Swho will 
remain with me ? 


Peaſants. All, all. 


Rad. The brighteſt page of nature's bounteous 
charter is freedom to her children; that I poſſeſs 
you of: but, oh! contemn not juſt reſtraint, elſe 
*twill prove a curſe more galling than the molt 
abje& ſlavery tyranny e' er compaſſed ; ſee, there- 
fore, you abuſe it not. 


Reo. Oh, impoſſible: while e'en the ſpade 
they toiled with was their lord's, vice and floth 
poſſeſſed them; for what incitement had they to 
induſtry? but when they find their labour will 
cheer their children, and throw content around 
their humble cots—ah, dear lord, theſe bloſfings 
ſtrike too ſweetly on the heart to fear abuſe. 


Rad. Fair advocate, ſee their hearts thank thee. 
Come hither, fellow (4% WIrsKkI); fear not, man; 
give me thy hand; for the love I know thou 


bear'ſt me, remember this the mill thou long haſt 


toiled in is thine own. 


C 4 Wit 
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Wit. Oh dear! Oh dear ! I ſhall run mad with 
Joy—IT know I ſhall—my mill! 


Ama. (afide.) Oh, de devil! it is all over vid 


me, 


Enter Meſſenger, wwho gives a paper t0 RADZANO, 


Meſſ. From the king. 

Rad, The royal mandate calls me to council ; 
the king doth here entreat thy pardon for thus 
anticipating widowhood ; and bids thee, ſweet! pre- 
pare thy lute, that jocundly this night may paſs 
in mirth and minſtrelſy: till night, then, farewel, 
dear miſtreſs, 

Rojo, Heaven ſpeed your councils: my lowly 
duty to the king. . 

Rad. Guards, attend. [Exit Rosob fa attended. 
O'Curragh, my faithful fellow, obſerve Rodomiko: 
if you ſhould ſuſpect him 

O' Cur. Oh, I don't ſuſpect him at all; I know 
he's a rogue. 

Nad. Should his conduct threaten danger, on 
the inſtant hie thee to Cracow ; remember. Free- 


men, farewel. | Exit. 


IVit. Yonder he goes; —now he's at the top of 


the hill;—ſee, he waves his hand to us ;—heaven 
bleſs him! heaven bleſs him! © Freemen, 


ce farewell.” — Oh! my head, my head. —I'm ſure 


I ſhall go mad; I feel I ſhall, I'll run home and 
tell 


- 
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the cow and the mill: - my mill, only think of 
that !—(Walks backwards and forwards, and each 
time joſtles AMALEKITE, without noticing bim.) — 
Damme! I'm a man, a freeman, and a gentleman. 
(To O'Cur.) Sir, I ſhall be proud to ſee you at my 
manſion—my manſion—that's right, is not it? 

O' Cur. To be ſure; you are lord of it, and may 
knock any man's brains out that comes in without 
your leave. 

Wit. May I though ?—ecod, that's jolly—he ! 
he! he!—Then I'll tell you what, (70 AMALEK.) 
if ever 1 catch that black muzzle within the por- 
tico of my mill, I'll grind you into ſauſages; I 
will, you ugly dog! Wife, now we'll ſee who's 
man of the houſe. —W ife. 

Win, Oh, my dear Witſki! 

Wit. Silence, filence ; there. (Gives her his hand 
to kiſs.) That's right, is not it? — he! he! he! 

in. I'm dumb, but don't be angry. 

Wit. Angry! I could not be angry if I would 
—he! he!—come buls me. 

Ama. Goſſip Winifred. 

Vin. Keep off, man! J only encouraged you as 
a ſcarecrow to frighten my huſband : but now — 
faugh ! 

Wit. Well ſaid, Winny, —Ah, Rachel, my girl, 
kiſs thy honoured parent. 

Rac, Oh, father, won't you let me marry Jarno? 
Vit. 


42 ZORINSKI: 


Wit. Aye, to-morrow morning, with all my 
heart and ſoul, 
Rac. And here he comes. 


Enter ZARNo. 


Zar. Joy, joy, joy to ye all!—T've heard the 
news. Ah, dear Rachel, (puſhing aſide AMALEK.) 
I'm ſo happy. 

Rac. And ſo fine ! 

Wit. Ecod, that he is. 

Zar. Am IJ, think you ?—yes, pretty well :— 
ſword, and cap, and altogether, ch ?—yes, it's not 
ſhewy, but neat; it's becoming. Now, my jolly 
dad that is to be. (Walks about, jaſtling AMALEK.) 

O'Cur. How do you do, Mr. Amalekite; you 
don't ſeem to comprehend what's going forward 
here: will you try your hand at that, (gives 3 
Paper,) there's your quictus for you. 

Ama. (drops the paper.) My diſcharge ! bleſs 
my conſcience. -( Ts geing out deſpendingly.) 

Zar. You move rather flow; come, for old ac- 
quaintance fake, I'll give you a lift (puſhes him 
off ).—]ult ſet him a-going. 

O'Cur. Oh, it was time to put a ſtop to ſuch a 
rogue, Now I'm to be ſteward; which is an 
office an office oh! firſt I am to take particular 
care to receive the rents of ſuch tenants as won't 
pay; and ſecondly, to ſee that no one behaves im- 


properly» 


A PLAY. 43 


properly, without my overlooking him : yes, that's 
it, Now I muſt away to the caſtle, 

Zar. O there are to be great doings there; the 
king is to be there; and, Rachel, you ſhall be 
there: I'll meet thee to-night in the wood, the old 
place ; and then to-morrow when the friar comes : 
—oh, you bluſhing, tempting rogue ! 

Nit. Now, brother freemen, to our homes 
drink proſpericy to our dcliverer, and be merry and 
happy all the reſt of our lives. 


SONG and CHORUS. 


WiIrskI, W1NIFRED, ZARNO, RAChEL, and 
O'CuRRaGHe 


WIrSskI. 


No longer a ninny, 
But lord of my mill, 

With my jug and my Winny, 
Full jorums I'II ſwill. 


WINI FRED. 


Ever conſtant and humble, 
Your Winifred ſhall prove, 

And, without e'en a grumble, 
Obediently love. 


CHORUS, 


La, la, la, &c. 


RACHEL. 


4 
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Racueri, 


In a ſalt- mine ſo drearily, 

Of the dumps you'd your ſwing, 
But now briſk and cheerily, 

With Rachel you ſing, 


ZARNO, 


Let the tabor go bing bang, 
The pipe ſhrilly play, 

The ſweet guitar go ting tang, 
On Zarno's wedding day. 


CHORUS. 


La, la, la, &c. 


O' Cx RAGE. 


Then dance, ſing, and caper, 
Ye merry men ſo gay, 

And while briſkly plays the ſcraper, 
For liberty huzza ! 


C nous. 


Then dance, ſing, and caper, 
Ye merry men ſo gay, &c. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. - An Apartment in RoDoMsSK0's 
Caſtle. 


Euter RoDoMsSKo and NacLlo. 


Red. I tell thee, fellow, Zorinſki will be won.— 


Where are thy comrades ? 
Nac. 
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Nac. Shrouded in the neighbouring foreſt. 
Rod. Bring them hither ; but ſee they hold no 
converſe with my people. Be firm, good Naclo ; 

for my confidence reſts weightily upon thee. 
[ Exit NacLo. 


Within there ! 


Enter Servant. 


Bid anon my daughter touch her lute. [Exit 
Servant. For now the bloody purpoſe being un- 
folded, all traps muſt be ſer for him.—Ha'! he ap- 
proaches, and in heavy rumination, 


Enter ZORINSKI, 


Zo. Though Caſimir has ſorely urged me to re- 
venge, by the moſt galling wrongs, yet to murder— 

Rod. (taking his hand.) Was Brutus then a 
murderer? Genius of Poland, where ſleepeſt thou, 
when thy patricians ſhrink from atchieving what 
thoſe of Rome contended for ? 

Zo. Grant he ought to die, yet—ſoft—(a /ute 
is heard behind, which plays ſome time)—what 
eavenly ſounds !—much I thank thee, unknown 
inſtrel, for thy enchantment has priſoned down 
he hell-born paſſions that poſſeſſed me, and 
thed my ſoul to tranquil melancholy. 

Rod. 'T was my daughter's lute, — Within there 
—Roſolia !—-ſee, ſhe approaches. 


29. 
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Zo. (ſtarts) What magic ſweetneſs Ido not 
wonder at me; for ſo long theſe eyes have been 
unuſed to look on beauty, that its inroad now 
riots my pulſe, e'en perhaps to boyiſh folly—let 
me avoid its witchery (going). 

Red. Hold! 


Enter RosoOL1a, 


Roſ. What wills my father ? 

Rod, Where halt been, my girl ? 

Roſ. Enjoying the richeſt luxury of greatneſs— 
ſeeing the poor made happy. 

Rod. Aye, by whom? 

Ro. E'en my intended lord - (Zorinſti farts) 
this day he hath given freedom to bis vaſſals, and 
much 1 joyed to behold wretched man W 
from abject ſlavery. 

Zo. Lovelieſt maiden, thy tender nature ne'er 
can impoſe chains, ſave thoſe of love's oft 
thraldom. 

Rod. By heaven he's caught Roſolia, I here 
preſent thy father's deareſt friend. 

Noſ. Deign, Sir, to receive my hearty greeting. 

Zo. (ſalutes her) The faſcinating poiſon thrill: 
my every nerve—all powerful love—love—art mad 
Zorinſki—thou who ſcorn'ſt to flatter others 
be to thyſelf conſiſtent “ Is this rugged fram 
« ſhaped for love's ſoft dalliance=do amoro 

12 «© whiſper 


« whiſpers, ſoft as the zephyr, come from a voice 
© chill and ſurly as the northern blaſt?“ — is this 
ſcowling eye, now rife with murder, a place for 
Cupids to ambuſh in ?—mockery all—yet, on my 
ſoul, I dare not truſt my eyes to look upon her. 

Roſo. He ſeems much moved, 

Rod. Thou haſt done well, my girl—bid him 
farewell, and get thee in. 

Roſo, Tho' ignorant in what; I am right glad 
I've pleaſed you, father—Courteous Sir! jſweet 
peace be with you. [ Exit. 

Zo. That will never be again—(afide) talked 
ſhe not of marriage ? 

Rod. Aye, with the young lord Radzano—'tis a 
match of the King's making. 

Zo. (with ſurly irritation) Caſimir, do'ſt thou 
again thwart me ? 

* Rod. F'en now the King is journeying hither 
with his young friend, to conſummate the union. 


Zo. Happy Radzano—wedded, and to-mor- 
row ? 


Rod. Aye, but, ſhould a real friend to Poland 


think her worthy 
Zo. Ha! 


never. 


Rod. Oh, Zorinſki! a& but to-night as doth 
become thee—vindicate thy own wrongs, avenge 
the Lords of Poland, and receive my daughter to 
thy arms; for by her bluſhing beavties I ſwear 
ſhe's thine, | 


oo 
4 0. 
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Zo. Oh, Rodomſko! tempt me not beyond 
man's bearing. 

Rod. Dull man, I tempt thee to a throne 
Caſimir being diſpoſed of—his place muſt be 
ſupplied ; and whom will thy peers deem ſo fit to 
guard their rights, as he who cruſhed their fell 
deſtroyer, 

Zo. If thou wilt place before me temptations 
more than mortal, he muſt be more than mortal 
that reſiſts—by hell I'm thine—Caſimir or Zo- 
rinſki falls ſo may my ſoul find life or death 
eternal, 

Rod. But this night. 

Zo. The better. 

Rod. And mark; ſhould chance ſo order it; 
bring Caſimir alive—the Confederate Lords de- 
mand him for their vengeance—a band, whoſe 
ſteely hearts are riveted with oaths, will aid thee. 

Zo, I need chem not—let daws cling together — 
the eagle flies alone. d 

Rod. Away with this romantic folly — within 
there is prepared a ſolemn ſacrament, think on't. 

Zo. If thou would'ſt have me act this deed; oh 
let me not think, Rodomſko—but on the inſtant 
give me the deadly oath—aye, 'tis well con- 
ceived—'twill fave revolt and cowardly com- 
punction— for oh the dread interval will be a 


helliſh purgatory, but it leads to a heaven of 
bliſs— 
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bliſs — ſo love and proud ambition receive your 
yotary | [ Exit. 
Rod. My ſoul is ſatisfied. 


O*CurRaAGH enters behind, ſeeing Robouskxo 
retire. 


Now buſtle all--Rofolia—my davghter—ſtir, 
wench, 


Enter Rosol IA. 1 


Prepare to leave the caſtle inſtantly, 
Roſo. My father! 
Rod. Queſtion not why nor where. 
Roſo. Oh! Sir. 
Rod. Be dumb within there. | 


Enter SERVANT, - [1 


Arm fifty choſen vaſſals—and to the ſouthern 
inlet of the foreſt ſpeed with my horſes—away. | 
[ Exit Servant. 1 

Roſo. (knee!s) Oh my father! if humanity dwell F 
in you, eaſe this heart Kill not your daughter's ' 
happineſs. 
Rod. Thy happineſs, weak girl! Zorinſki will ö 
take good care of that. | { 
Rojo. Zorinſki ! | 
Red. I tell thee, the fate of Poland is in ſuſ- 
penſe—along I ſay, 


D Reſo. 
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Reſo. Rather take my life. 
Rod. It will not ſerve my turn—No ſtruggling 
—your chamber, your chamber. [ Exeunt. 


O*CuRRacH comes forward. 


Oh, oh! there bids fair to be foul play here, 
Oh, the confuſion of all Ireland upon that Ro- 
domſko, I ſay! What the devil ſhall I do? If 
I go to my lord at Cracow, I can't very con- 
veniently ſtay here to ſee what will become of 
his Iady—Oh ! if this head would but prevent a 
miſtake by blundering on what's right—I have 
it'll follow her, and if loſing my life will 
enable me to take her away with me, I'll do it 
with all the pleaſure in nature. Oh! to die for 
ſuch a lady, and ſuch a maſter, is what no faithful 
ſervant would ever repent of, [ Exit. 


Enter Ropomsxo cd NACLO, 


Red. Now, good Naclo, ſpirit up thy com- 
rades. Are they at hand? (Nacls beckens.) 


Enter Aſſaſſins. 


Ye ſpirits of noble daring! this night acquit 
yourſelves, and you are made for evcr; there's 
to cheer you (throws money), Naclo, your 

leader 
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leader will anon meet you be firm, good Naclo. 
[ Exit. 
Naclo. Now, gentlemen, ſet hands and hearts 
to the buſineſs—night is coming on apace, and 
then (laying his hand on his ſword) 
1 Aſſaſſin. Fear us not, comrade. 


CHORUS or ASSASSINS, 


While the hideous night is ſcowling, 
While the ſavage bear is growling, 
Thro' the diſmal foreſts prowling, 
Firſt with ſtealing ſtep, and huſh, 
Then, like a torrent, on we ruſh, 
And immolate our foe. 


[ Exeunt. 


THE END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I.—4 Woodi Night, 


Enter O*Curracn. 


O*Cur. Oh! I'm ſure miſchief is going forward, 
everything is ſo peaceable, and torches keep flaſh- 
ing about like a battalion of jack-Janterns—one 
good thing is, that the old rogue Rodomſko has 
loſt his way and his attendants; there was ſuch a 
train of them, that I found the beſt mode of pur- 
ſuing was getting before them. Oh! he hauls 
my ſweet lady along there, as if ſhe were his wife 
inſtead of his daughter—=now's your time, O*Cur- 
ragh! Oh, Saint Patrick! I'll juft beg leave to 
trouble you for five minutes (retires). 


Enter RoSOLIA, leaning on Robousko. 


Rof. Indeed, I can no further, 
Red. Nay, good Roſolia! come—wayward 
and ſtubborn ! on, I fay—thoſe vile erring ſlaves, 


not 
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not to return—my curſes on them ! entangled in 
this labyrinth, each ſtep bewilders more —ha! 
their torches gleam thro' yonder valley ¶ During 
this, O*Curracn attraFs the attention of Ros0- 
Lia) Who's there? | 

Rof. (with apprehenſion) 'Tis your faithful ſlave, 
Kaliſh, 

Red. Right glad am I of that (ill looking 
after his vaſſals)—death and hell! they take their 
courſe athwart! goed Kaliſh ! tarry with Roſolia— 
ſtir not, be ſure—but I know thy honeſty, | Exit, 

OeCur. For once, old gentleman, you have 
ſpoken truth by miſtake, 

- Roſ. Oh! ſave me, good fellow, 

O Cur. This way, ſweeteſt lady! 

Ro. Oh! Radzano, where art thou? perhaps 
g'en now the victim of foul conſpiracy ; where 
will my ſorrows end! 

OfCur, Oh! put your truſt in Saint Patrick, 
out and out the genteeleſt ſaint in the calendar. 

[ Exeunts 
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SCENE II.— Another part of the Foreſt, 


Scene draws and diſcovers ZORINSKI with a Sabre 
in his hand, leaning deſpondingly againſt the 
mn of a Tree. 


Enter ZARNo. 


Zar, What can make Rachel tarry ſo? it's an 
infernal night! it rains, blows, thunders, and 
whew! — this is weather to try a lover in— 
Where can Rachel be—(/ees Zorinſti) What 
eh! my maſter here and his ſabre in his hand— | 
my mind miſgives me! Oh! ſome villany of that 
rogue Rodumſko. (Seeing Zorinſti come forward, 
retires.) 

Zo. Oh! Zorinſki, how art thou fallen ?— 
confederate with hired aſſaſſins —fettered by 
deadly oaths how changed the face of all 
things ? —the heav'ns ſeem grim'd with pitch as 
black as Acheron, and the ruſtling wicd ſtrikes 


on my ear een as the hiſſing of hell's ſerpents. 


(Zarno approaches, Zorinſti ftarts) Oh, all the 
devils! do I tremble ? 

Zar, Ny Lord! 

Zo. Zarno, thou did'ſt not ſay I trembled. 

Zar. Dear Lord! you are pale, and your voice 
falters I fear you are very ill. 

Zo. Ves, that's it, that's it, good Zarno—my 
pulle is fevered, and that effects the brain -( i 

ſolemniſy 


A PLAY. $5 
folemnity) a little blood ſpilt, and all will be well 


leave me, Zarno. 

Zar. What! Zarno leave you when you are 
ill? oh, no! Ah, maſter! don't you remember 
in the mine when an ague ſhook you, how Zarno 
watched you, and when I blubbered over you— 
you wept too. 

Zo. Les, there was a time when I could weep. 
Zarno, 1 charge thee leave this place! 

Zar. Oh! dear Lord — 

Zo. (bearing a noiſe) Huſh ! not a breath. 

[ Exit, 

Zar. Some horrid purpoſe poſſeſſes him—now 
he ſtops. 


Enter RoSOL1A and OfCUurRRAGH, 


Zar, Who's there ? 

Roſ. Oh, ſtranger! aid an unhappy maiden, 
who, torn from her ſoul's only hope, and well nigh 
dead with wrarineſs, humbly implores thy ſuccour, 
to unwind the mazcs of this wood, and lead 
her on her way to Cracow. ( Zarno till labs after 
vis maſter) Radzano will reward thee, 

Zar, (turns round) Good heavens! the lady 
Roſolia, and here — dear lady, I'll go with you ta 
the world's end—only I've a little buſineſs herr, 
that (returns to his cbſervation) 

Roſ. Come then, good fellow 


D 4. 
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Zar. Yes; I'm coming (moving from her). 

O*Cur. Hark you; that may be coming; but 
it looks ſo like going, that you will pleaſe to move 
this way. 

Zar. Unhand me, or—lady, pardon me—but 
you—l—my maſter —I wont leave him—1I have 
it—hard by there's a mill, mention the name of 
Zarno, and you'll find protection (again looking 
out). FT 

Ro/. Oh! guide us to it. 

Zar. Well, I'll walk a little way with you: there 
(walks a few yards and then flops), there now, that's 
the road, right along there (pointing one way, and 
looking another); good fortune attend you, lady 
Oh, my unhappy maſter ! 

Of*Cur, Is it kept by one Witſki ? 

Zar. It is. 

Oe cur. How lucky! an old friend of mine, 
that I made acquaintance with this morning, 
Zar. Oh, Zorinſki! oh, my maſter ! 

Roe/. Zorinſki! away—away— 

O*Cur. Don't droop, dear miſtreſs; for tho 
you have but one man to protect you, yet con- 
{ider, that one is an Iriſhman, 

[ Exeurt Roſolia and O Curragb. 

Zar. What can this mean? ſhe afraid of him— 
Eh! here he comes again, 


Enter 
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Enter Z0RINSKI. 


Zo. Will the hour never come? I'm glad my 
faithful Zarno left me—his fondneſs tore my heart 
firings !—noc gone—avavnt{ I ſay— 

Zar. Don't look ſo terrible—oh ! don't—you 
frighten me ſo | can't go- oh! meter, there is 
murder in your eye! if it were day-light, I would 
rot mind it I ſhould like to {ee you fight in day- 
light: but none but aſſaſſins ſtab in the dark, 

Zo. Horrid truth ! 

Zar. Oh! maſter, quit this place; let us return 
to the dear dreary mine again! did not I hear the 
tread of horſes? (agitated.) 

Zo. Look out! 

Zar. Yes, I will—but pray don't leave me 
(more alarmed). 

Zg. Look out, I ay! 

Zar. Yes; oh Lord! [ Exit. 

Zo. My lenics are benymbed—I'm very faint 
but thy oath, thy oath, Zorinſki! there I'm 
firm again, | 


Euter ZARNO, 


Zar. Oh! dear maſter, all my fears are over. 

Zo. Whois it? 

Zar. Pardon, dear Lord, what a rogue was I 
to think the great Zorinſki could ſwerve from 
honor—l1 feared it was ſome rival, or 


Le. 
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Zo. Who is't, I ſay? 

Zar. Thank heaven, none that you can harm! 
It's the King (with a ſmile). 

Zo. Ha! (graſps his ſword.) 

Zar. O God! O maſter !—What ?—Impol- 
ſible !— 

Zo, Diſcord is at large !—Oh, for a tyger's 
fury! — | 

Zar. (lays hold of his cloak) Oh, think a mo- 
ment 


Zo. Cling not to me thus — away, I ſay! 
(ZARNO runs round, and falls on his knees before 
bim.) Villain! 

Zar. Yes, I am—any thing; reproach me; 
ſpurn me; kill me Zorinſki an aſſaſſin! my 
Lord a traitor II can't bear it. Oh, think of 
diſhonor ? think of your ſoul ! think of Zarno! 

Zo. In vain, in vain; were he guarded by the 
Furies I would ſeize him! (as he is raſbing for- 
ward, Zax xo jumps back, draws his ſword and 
oppoſes bim.) Ha! raiſe thy arm againſt thy maſ- 
ter's life! 


Zan. Do not you raiſe your arm againſt your 
malter's life, 

Zo. O hell! he's right !—Zarno, thou art ſadly 
changed ; I've ſeen thee draw to /ave my life. 

Zar. And now | draw to fave what's dearer, 
your honour, your foul, You paſs not- no! | 


wand 
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would rather ſee you dead at my feet, and I the 


man that laid you there, than ſuffer you to paſs. 

Zo. Baffled by a ſlave! (claſhing of ſworas with- 
out.) Ha! the work of death's begun! ſce how 
their ſabres gleam I- Brave not my fury—yive 
way 

Zar. No, by heaven! (with firmneſs.) 

Zo. Hark! "tis Vengeance calls then take thy 
death, vile ſlave! (Ag, he wounds Z ARNO, and 
exit.) 

Zar. Heaven forgive him! Let me but live to 
ſee - ¶ Haggers to the ſide of the flage, ſupporting 
himſelf on his ſtvord;) how dim my eyes are—ath ! 
ſee he ruſhes among them; he bears down all 


before him—ah! now he ſeizes the King—and 
now he— Oh! (Ja,.) 


Euter Rack. 


Nac. What claſhing of ſwords!—oh ! I ſhall 
fink with fear! Zarno! Zarno! 

Zar. (faintly) Here, 

Rac. O Zarno! blceding ! 

Zar. O cruel maſter ! cruel maſter! 

Rac. Was it he that did it? Monſter |! is this a 
retutn for a {ond ſervant's love? 

Zar. Did | fay it was my maſter ? did Ino, 
Rachel, no. 

Rac. Come, try to reach the mill; for poor 
Rachel's fake try, | 

Zar. 
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Zar. Well, I'll try (riſes). Only this—you 
know, Rachel, the words of a dying man are 
awful: then hear mine—it was not my maſter 
that did this remember, Rachel, it was not my 
maſter. [Exeunt, RachEl ſupporting bim. 


SCENE III. — Another part of the Mood —Thuns 
der and Lightning, 


Enter Z0RINSK1, pulling in CASIMIR, 


Zo. On, I charge thee! 

Ca/. This wounded frame can go no farther, 

Zo. Now, ye fiends! ye who firſt inſtilled into 
my ſoul your damning purpoſe, nerve but my 
arm to ſtrike the blow! (thunder) O God of 
Juſtice ! why hurl thy bolts of fate to ſcare the 
peaceful grove, when I ſtand here a wretch, and 
court the vengeful ſhaft? Hark! a noiſe again! 
— delay were fatal—on, on, or here thou dieſt ! 

Caſ. Here be it then l tell thee, baſe aſſaſſin !— 

Zo. Thou wrong'ſt me, King! I am no com- 
mon ſtabber—view me well—have the wrongs 
thou haſt inflicted on me ſo furrowed o'er my 
viſage—has deſpair ſo grimly marked me for her 
own, that thou rememb'reſt not !l—-—>K now then 


cis Zorinſki ſtrikes, 
C2, 
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Cf. Zorinſki l But oh! is' t poſſible - can thy 
ſoul be reconciled to treaſon ? 

Zo. (afide) How that ſhot through me ! 

Caſ. Art thou content that future ages ſhall 
uſe thy great name to curſe with ? 

Zo. My hair briſtles, and my teeth chatter 
Peace, I charge thee ! 

Ca/. Thoſe convulſive throbs ſpeak virtue in 
thee, Oh, obey it's ſacred impulſe ! behold thy- 
ſelf thy King's deliverer ! fee hands and hearts hail 
thee thy country's ſaviour! think how the good 
will pray for thee, and ages bleſs thy name ! 

Zo. O let me with repentant—ah ! is not the 
deadly oath ſworn ?—Hell, I'm faithful to thee! — 
Who is't that holds my arm ?— (a bugle is heard 
at a diſtance) Ha! again — now (raiſing his 
arm). 

Ca/. A moment's pauſe, ——O God, ſhield 
with thy arm omnipotent my dear, ill- fated Poland! 
receive my parting ſpirit! and oh, forgive this 
man l— Now, traitor, ſtrike. 

Zo. (after a ſtruggle) Oh, impoſſible! (Falls 
at the King's feet, then recovers himſelf on his knee.) 
Oh, Caſimir! oh, my King! how ſhall I look upon 
that injured face. 

Caf. Zorinſki! the fiery trial paſt, gives thee to 


my heart more pure—(a whiſtle) — Hark! thy 
comrades! 


Zo. 
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Zo. (flarts up and recovers his fword) Let them 
come on; this weight of guilt taken from this 
arm I wil] protect thee, King Vircue's electric 
fire ſo ſpring's each nerve, that did Nature looſe 
her ravenous kird—did hell oppoſe its miniſters 
of blood, I ſeem as with one blow I could ſweep 
them to deſtruction, 

Caſ. I'm fainr—my wound begins to torture. 

Zo. Horror! 'was not my ſword—'twas not 
my ſword, my King, that wounded thee; for e'en 
in that guilty moment, I ſtruck the villain dead 
that did inflict it. 

Caf. Give me thy arm. 

Zo. Sce, the moon dares ſhine again !—Can'ſt 
thou forgive me? Thou may'ft ; but can heaven? 

Caſ. No mute : thou haſt unclogg'd thy ſoul of 
treaſon—T reaſon, that moſt hideous monſter, which 
with one blow fevers a nation's peace, tramples 
down law, that barrier of exiſtence, and gives to 


him moſt triumph, who moſt ſhall murder and 
deſtroy. [ Exeunt, King leaning on ZORINSKI, 


SCENE IV.—4 Mill. 


Enter Wirski from the Mill. 


Fit. O dear, O dear, I do ſo overflow with 
joy, that Pm quite miſerable! I can't eat, and I 
13 can't 


can't ſleep thank heaven, I can juſt contrive to 
drink a little, elſe—what a rate my mill went all 
day !—clack, clack, clack! Winny's tongue had 
no chance with it, —And then to think of the 1 
ſweet lady Roſolia ſeeking protection in my man- 
ſion— there's an honour ! 1 

Zorinſti (behind). Hollo ! 1 

Wit. What! an enemy may be. Then I'll re- | 
tire into my caſtle, and parley from the battle- | 
ments (goes in). | 


Enter CaSiMiR and ZoORINSK1, | 


Zo. Within there ( frikes his feword againſt a | 
tindow). 
 Witki (above). Stand off, or I've a croſs- bo 
here will ſend a choice collection of bullets into 
your pate, Break one of my windows, you rob- 
bers ! 

Zo. Give inſtant entrance, or I'll force my 
way. | 

Wit. Know all men, I am lord of my caſtle; | 
have been ſo—aye, thirteen hours; and will knock 
any man's brains out that enters without my 
leave, | 

Ca/. Are you lord of it ?—Prove then you de- 


ſerve the title, by giving ſuccour to the unfortu- | 
nate, 


Wit. 
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Wit. Oh, there's no ſtanding that (comes doten). 
You muſt know I am lord of this 

Zo. Leave prating, and inſtant lend thy aid. 

Ca/. Your King demands it—(/Hitfki drops on 
bis knees) - give me your aſſiſtance. 

Fit. Oh no, heaven forbid that I ſhould dare 
to think of ſuch a thing.-Qh, no. 


Caf. 1 want not thy obedience, but thy ſervice; 
I faint for very wearineſs. 


Enter Rosol IA, O'Curracn, and WixtrRED, 
from the Mill. 


Roſo. Sure that voicemheavenly powers! the 
king ! 

Caf. With equal wonder I behold thee, fair 
maiden. 

Roſo. Oh, Sire, forgive me, if thus untimely 
I prefs my private griefs :—where is my lord? 
Oh ! does Radzano live ? 

Caſ. E'en now we parted near your father's 
caſtle. 

Rof. O'Curragh, fly! [Exit O'Cux. 

Caſ. But whether he live or no- (loołs at Zo- 
nIN SKI, who is agitated with ſhame and nemorſe.) 

Roſ. Oh, horror! he here! 

Zo. Fear not, wronged lady, the baſiiiſk has loſt 
its power to harm. 

Ca/. Lead me in. Exit with RosOL14. 


20. 
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Zo. Faireſt innocent! and has this withering 
arm blaſted thy joys ?—Oh, was not my agony 
enough before How came ſhe here? 

Wit. Zarno ſent her, Would you chuſe to 
walk in? (goes towards the door.) 

Zo. Zarno! Zarno !—(with vacant wildneſs.) 
Soft good brain, collect thyſelf. Sure I ſaw him 
in the foreſt—and he went—no—ah ! now helliſh 
recollection darts upon me—he wept—he begged 
me—-he clung to me, and I—(as if choaked with 
grief, makes the motion of ſftabbing.)—-Oh! I am 
deeply damned for that—the only ſoul on earth 
that loved me; never ſervant ſo loved a maſter— 
(weeps)—and I to ſtab, oh !—ch! perhaps he yet 
lives - perhaps—here, ſlave. 


Wit. I beg your pardon, Sir, but I am not a 
ſlave. 


Zo. I care not ka thou art. 

Mit. I am— 

Zo. Be dumb. Mark; take this ſword ; guard 
well the door; I'll return anon,—Oh, Zarno ! 
Zarno! Exit. 

Wit, He's mad—the poor devil's mad! 


Vin. Now, my dear Witſki, I'll tell you 
what— 


Wit. What, you are beginning your chatter, 
Win, Nay now, only hear me, that's a dear 
man, You know, huſband, his majeſty has fa- 


E voured 
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voured us with his company at our houſe; very 
well! then, you know, it will be but civil to re— 
turn the viſit. | 

Wit. Certainly ; he'll naturally expect it. 

Win. Well; and fo I was a thinking that ſome 
new fur put upon my Sunday's cap, with roſe-co- 


loured ribbons, and my new ruſſet gown will do 
to— 

NRoſolia (within), What, miller, ho! 

Wit. (fepping Winifred's mouth.) You will 
keep gabble, gabble. Confound you, is not his 
majeſty, within hearing? and an't I his ſword- 
bearer ?—Huſth, I muſt guard the door; and, 
do you hear ? kcep the cats and the dogs quiet— 
huſh, ſoftly. [ Excunt into the mill. 


— - — — — - 


SCENE V.—/4d, 


Enter RACHEL, leading in ZARNO, 


Rac. Come, dear Zarno, fee, yonder's the mill; 
—you lovk better. 

Zar. Do I, Rachel? 

Rac. Far better, ſince with my hair I ſtopt the 
bleeding of your wound. 

Zar. Tis not my wound, Rachel; it's here, it's 
here; my heart's broken, Rachel, — Oh, my 

maſter 
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maſter Let me reſt here awhile, it will give 
me ſtrength (lies down), 


Enter ZORINSKI. 


Zoe. Larno—alve 


(runs to him, .and kneels) 

Zar. Ah, Rachel, hide me- don't touch me— 
don't touch me—— x 

Zo, How art thou, Zarno? Shrink not from 
me -I come to comfort thee. 

Zar. Comfort—ſay, then, (in a low tone, and 
getting near him) lives the King? 

Ze. Whats is that to thee ? (Zarno ſhrinks from 
him) he does! he docs! 

Zar. What lives—lives--ha ! ha! ha! (faints) 

Zo. Soft, he recovers—how art thou Zarno ? 

Zar. Better—well—very well—but are you not 
deceiving me ? 

Zo. No, on my foul——Zarno, I am not fo 
damned a villain as thou think'lt me (with an 
agony of grief, hiding bis face). 

Zar. I think you a villain! dear honoured 
maſter, where is your hand? (#/es it) 

Zo. Let me convey thee to a place of ſafety. 

Zar. I can walk — can walk very well. 

Zo. Art thou—art thou much wounded, Zar- 
no? (with ſhame) 

Rac, Oh yes 


E 2 Zar. 


ED 
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Zar. (ſtopping ber) A ſcratch—a ſcratch it's 
Joy makes me ſo weak l' m very trouble ſome — 
I can walk alone. | 
Zo. Pſha ! reſt on me, good fellow. 
Zar. I'm afraid I lean very heavily. 
Zo. Prythee be quiet—lee'ſt thou that mill 
the King is there - we ſhall eafily reach it. 
Zar. O yes, dear maſter, unleſs J die with joy 
by the way 'm quite aſham'd. 
Zo. Come, reſt firmly on me— there there. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE VI.—1n/ide of the Mill. 


CaS1MIR diſcovered aſleep on a Pallet, Rosol iA watching 
him, WiTsSK«1 guarding the door. 


SONG—W1niFrED, 


Than envied Monarchs happier ſtill, 
O! happier far, the Peaſant ; 
No treaſon lurks around his mill, 
No terror breaks his ſlumbers pleaſant. 
Yet one mult fill the regal ſeat, 
With care inceſſant preſſing; 
E'en to preſerve thoſe ſumhers ſweet, 
His lowly, happy cottage, bleſſing. - 


II. 


Then fly not now, O gentle ſleep, 
Fly not our humble dwelling, 

His anguiſh in oblivion ſteep, 

The image of the paſt repelling. 


And 
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And ſuch ſoft viſions of delight, 
From airy fancy borrow, 

As he deſerves whoſe watchful night .2Y 
From us poor Peaſants drives forth ſorrow. | 


(A knocking at the Door.) | 


Caſe. (awakes) What refreſhing ſleep—heaven, | 
accept my thanks—Rololia ! droop'ſt thou for | 
thy love—fear not his ſafety—have 1 not ſeen 
him in the field believe me, he muſt be cham- 
pion indeed who ſpoils Radzano—hoſteſs, I thirſt. 

Min. Here, your Majeſty, 's a cup of wine; all 
our poor houle affords, 


Caſimir is about to drink, when the knocking at the door is repeated. 


Ca/. Open, good fellow—and fear nothing. 


Enter Z0RINSK1I and RACHEL, leading ZARNO. 


Poor wretch—he faints—lead me to him (ap- 
proaches Zarno, who looks faintly on him): here 
poor knave, drink this; thy wants far exceed mine 
—drink, *twill refreſh thee. 

Zar. Oh no. 

Ca/. Do as I bid thee.—{( Zarno drinks.)—has't 
done thee good, knave ? 

Zar. Oh yes. 


Caſ. 
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Ca/. And me abundant. Come, thou look'ſt 


more cCheeriy ; thou art better. 

Zar. Better! I never was fo well in my life. 

Ro. It grieves me in ſuch baſe fort to ſee your 
highnels. 

Caf. Not fo, fair one! am I not with my people, 
with thoſe who love me? Cote, mine hoſt, thy 
fire (40 ⸗WirsKI).— Wilt thou to court, and grow 
great? (Agbs, and /o:kes bis bead.) 

Wit. Pleaſe your mæjeſty, I can't leave my 
trade. 80 | 

Caſ. Why, knave ? 

Vit. Becauſe I have a wife; and, to confeſs the 
truth to your majeſty, Winny has certainly a happy 
knack at ſprighely converſation, 

Caf. (to RosoLla, Huiling.) Hear't thou the 
Nlanderer ? 

Mit. So when ſhe lets her tongue go, I let my 
mill go, clack for clack : I could not manage with- 
out my mill. 

Ca/. Ha! ha! I'il build thee one upon the 
Viſtula; thou ſhalt be the greateſt miller in Po- 
land (trumpet without), 


Enter RADZANO, 
Rad. My gracious King! (& e) 


Ca/. Radzano, thrice welcome laid I not, Ro- 
ſolia, this arm would prove victorious? 


14 Rey. 
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NRoſ. My deareſt lord! 

Rad. Pardon, dear miſtreſs, what ſtern duty 
compels —Rodomiko was found wandering in 
the foreſt, deſerted by his people. 

Rof. (kneeling to Caſimir) Oh, merciful Caſimir ! 

Caf. (raiſing her) Fear nothing—let him live — 
but not 1n Poland, 


Rad. See, how your loving ſubjects, bearing 
their ruſtic arms, preſs on to guard you. 


Enter Soldiers and Peaſants armed. 


Caſ. What a proud moment !—heaven give me 
ſtrength to bear this ruſhing joy truſt me, my 
people, the dangers I have paſſed will but give 
energy to freſh exertion—yes, like the fertilizing 
Viſtula, mild yet irreſiſtible, 1'i] open wide the cur- 
rent of my juſtice, until the humbleſt peaſant of 
my ſtate ſhall taſte its bleſſings. 


FINALE. 


CHORUS OF SOLDIERS. 


Let the loud rattling drum and the trumpet's ſhrill clang, 
That in battle our heroes have nerved; 

Now aid the rough ſoldier in rapturous ſong, 
For his King and his country preſerved, 


PRASAN TS. 
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ZORINSEIT. 


PraganTs:; 


Let the happy peaſant join, 

And his humble lay combine, 
While joy in every face ſhall ſhine, 
Throughout the realm of Poland. 


Every honeſt tongue ſhall ſing, 
Every happy valley ring, 

For Heaven has reſtor'd our King, 
And happineſs to Poland. 


Z ARNO. 


Bleſſed with Peace and Liberty, 
My life ſhall paſs in merry glee, 
With little Zarnos on my knee, 
And Rachel dear ſo clever. 


WIN IT RED and RACHEL. 


Should our artleſs ſtory move, 

And you, our valued friends, approve, 
With warmeſt gratitude and love, 

We are your ſlaves forever. 


* 


CHORUS. 


Let the happy peaſant, &c. 
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THE END, 
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